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The Fourteenth Quartet 


Author's Notes: 
So | marathon-wrote this in the space of two and a half hours. It is very raw, very sad and made me cry 
pretty damn hard while writing it. It does have a happy ending, but getting to that ending was pretty damn 


hard for me. 


Note on the title-The Fourteenth Quartet is the last piece of music Beethoven ever wrote while he was 


completely deaf. 


Lars rushed to the hospital. The phone call had been brief. There had been an accident while James was out on 
his hunting trip. His gun had backfired. James was alive, but he had been knocked unconscious. His ears had 


been bleeding. 


The tears hadn't started until he had gotten in the car. He'd hung up before the doctor could tell him what he 
was already afraid of. That James had lost his hearing. Lars told himself not to let the negative thoughts take 
over. He had to get to the hospital first. He had to see James. 


| woke up and stared at the ceiling. | felt sore. Something must have happened. Hunting accident. That would 
explain why my head felt like it was about ten sizes too big. | reached up to touch my head and felt bandages. 
Lars was gonna fucking kill me. | smiled He was probably on his way to the hospital now. 


Movement in the corner of my eye made me sit up. Lars was standing in the doorway. It looked like he had 
slammed the door open, but | hadn't heard anything. Odd Lars looked so sad. He looked like he was about to cry. 


What was wrong? 


"Lars?" | called out. | watched tears spill over and start to trail down his cheeks. "Lars, I'm all right, what's 


wrong?" 


Then | realized what was wrong. The room was still silent. | hadn't heard my voice. | couldn't hear Lars crying, 
or the sound of the door closing behind him. | froze, stunned. | couldn't hear anything. The world was silent. My 


eyes flew to Lars‘. Our eyes met. | could see the fear in his eyes. 


‘James. | saw him say my name. Say it over and over. | could read the word on his lips. But | couldn't hear it. | 
wouldn't ever hear him call my name again. | would never near the adorable half-Danish, half-LA. accent he 


had. My terror deepened. Music was gone. | could never sing again. | could never hear myself play. Or Lars. Or 


Kirk. 


| felt the tears run down my cheeks before | even realized | was crying. | stared at Lars, into his eyes. | held 
out my hand, watching as it shook. "Lars." 


James' voice sounded different. That wonderful, warm timbre was gone. Lars tried to keep it together as he 
stared at James, but he started crying. He watched James' face go ashen, his eyes widening as he realized 


what was wrong. 


James’ emotions were a painful thing to watch. His fear. Then, something even worse took James over. 
Resignation. He was saying goodbye to everything he loved. Music. Hunting. Him. Lars took a deep breath. No 
matter what, they would be together. He watched James start to cry. Then James reached out to him. 


He was by James’ bed in a second, twisting their fingers together. Lars climbed into the bed with James, never 
letting go of his hand. He straddled James' waist and leaned up to rest their foreheads together. Lars licked his 
lips and forced a smile onto his lips. He reached up with his other hand and stroked James’ cheek. 


‘It will be okay." He whispered, even though he knew James couldn't hear him. More tears started to fall. "It 


will be okay James. | won't leave. | love you. | love you. | love you." Lars repeated the words as he watched 


James stare at him, still crying. His heart broke all over again at the despair he could feel coming from James. 


| knew Lars was saying he loved me. | could see it in his eyes. | could read it on his lips. | blinked, trying to stop 
the tears. We couldn't share music anymore. The very thing that had brought us together was gone. | couldn't 
sing for him anymore. Fresh tears spilled over. | squeezed his hand tighter. 


| wrapped my arm around Lars and pulled him closer. | needed to feel him against me. | could still feel him. Stil 
see him. | hadn't lost him. | cried harder. | was shaking. | felt Lars wrap his arms around me and hold me 
tighter. | could feel his lips moving against my throat, against my skin. | buried my face in the top of his head 
and cried harder than | ever could remember crying. | wish | could have heard him say my name one more 


time. Just so | could burn it into my memory forever. | held him until | fell asleep, afraid to let him go. 


Lars fought with the doctors to let him take James home. They wanted to try all sorts of hearing aids and 
implants. It was possible James’ hearing would repair itself. Accidents like this were sometimes temporary. He 


saw through the half-truths. Cases where something as fragile as the ear repaired itself were one in one 


hundred thousand. He had studied that when he had first realized he had a problem with his own hearing. 


He finally got permission a week later. James had stopped eating. They had wanted to put him on suicide watch. 
Lars had managed to talk them out of it. He brought James’ suitcase to his room, stomping hard on the floor 
to alert James that he was there. Blue eyes met his. Lars forced himself to smile. After that first night, 


James had never cried again. Nor had he spoken. 


James quirked an eyebrow at him. James could tell that he was worried. That he wasn't sleeping. Lars bit his 
lip. He was the one who kept crying, and he still had his hearing. He rubbed at his face and shook his head. He 
lifted up the suitcase and looked at James. 


James was already putting his things together in one pile. When Lars lifted the suitcase and put it on the bed, 
he watched James take it and fill it. He held out his hand for James, glad when the larger hand wrapped around 
his and gave him a gentle squeeze. He smiled at James and leaned against his shoulder. They stood there for a 


few moments before leaving the hospital. 


The paparazzi dogged us the second we walked out of the hospital hand-in-hand. If | could have told them to 
fuck off without sounding stupid, | would have. | sounded different. | knew | did Whenever | had tried to say 
something that first night, Lars just put his finger over my lips and shook his head. So | stopped talking. What 
was the fucking point? | couldn't hear myself anyways. 


We made our way into the limo. It took us home. More reporters waited. | couldn't hear their questions 
anymore. Or the clicking of cameras. | held up my hand and flipped all of them off, not caring for anything. | 
just wanted to be with Lars. 


The second we were in the house, | wrapped my arms around him. | squeezed. | bit my lip to make sure | didn't 
start crying. Lars needed me to be strong. | couldn't cry anymore. There was nothing | could do. The doctors 
had made that very clear. My hearing wasn't going to come back. | took a deep breath. Time to get on with 


our lives. 


Lars was surprised how quickly they settled into a routine. James urged him, in his way, to listen to music. But 
when he looked around the house, all of their Metallica records were gone. He found them later in his office 
with a note from James that said it hurt too much to see them. Lars curled up on his couch and cried, 


staring at them. Whenever he was in the room, he played them, just so he could hear James' voice. 


He noticed that James never went near the music room. Instead he read. Read book after book. He left notes 
all over the house for Lars to find. Notes that made him fall a little more in love with James every time he 
found one. James was more tender in the bedroom too. Gone was their crazy, wild bouts of sex. Everything 
was slow and loving. It was like James savored him now. 


He woke up one night and James wasn't in the bedroom. He frowned and sat up. Maybe he was just getting 
something to drink. When a half hour passed and James didn't return, Lars went downstairs looking for him. He 
found James in the studio. With one of his guitars. James was bent over on the stool, playing. When James 
threw his head back, and Lars realized he was crying, he stuffed a hand in his mouth to stop himself from 
crying out. 


He could see the pain on James face as he played. He could hear the agony in every note that came from the 
guitar. It was no tune he recognized, but the guitar cried. James made it cry. Only someone, a complete master 
at their craft could command an instrument like that. James was crying for what he had lost. Even if he could 
no longer hear, he could still create incredible music. Lars listened for an hour before he went back up to bed 


James needed to mourn his hearing alone. 


It took me a few days to get used to the silence. It was odd. Playing guitar, knowing sound was coming from 
the instrument and hearing nothing. | started eating again, and saw some of the worry lift from Lars' eyes. | 
still didn't talk. | couldn't. Not when | saw how sad it made Lars. | wrote him a note explaining why. | walked into 
his office and caught him sobbing over it one day. | spent the rest of the day in the studio, playing. 


| continued to write music. | just didn't tell Lars | was. | couldn't hear what | was playing, | had to trust my 
instincts with how | thought it would sound. How it felt being played. | wrote it for Lars. No one else would 


hear what | was writing. Music kept me sane. | watched the notes play on the computer, unable to hear them, 


but watching them appear nonetheless. 


| poured my heart and soul into the music | couldn't hear. Sometimes | played for hours, not even realizing 
time had passed. | recorded every second of the music, slowly building an album for Lars. It took me two 
weeks to finish. Two weeks, and each day, that small speck of hope that thought my hearing would come back 
died a little more. This album for Lars, it would be my final goodbye to music. | only had Lars to play for now. 


Lars took a deep breath and finished making dinner. He knew the smell would eventually draw James upstairs. 
James had started spending more and more time in the studio lately. It had worried him to the point where he 


had gotten rid of all the alcohol in the house. Even his favorite wines had been moved to the safe in his office. 


James had started eating. He was gaining the weight he had lost back He seemed healthy again, except for the 
obvious thing missing. Lars took a shaky breath, forcing the tears back. He would not cry. He had cried more 
than enough for the both of them. He heard James coming up the stairs and smiled as he came out of the 
basement studio. He waved and gestured James over to the table, where he had the food laid out for them 


both. 


He watched as James nodded and held up a CD and a note. Lars looked at it curiously, but James shook his 
head and put it upside down on the table. They eat dinner, share smiles. James asks him in his way about his 
day. He talks slowly, but James has gotten good at reading his lips over the past couple of weeks. 


After dinner, James took care of the dishes, making him smile. It was sweet to see James doing something so 
domestic that he normally would never have done. He glanced back at the CD on the table, curious as to what 


it was. Lars smiled and turned back to the sink. James would show him when he was ready. 


Lars smiled when James took his hand and led him to their bedroom. He was confused when James took a CD 
out of the case and put it into their player, setting it to repeat. He bit down the questions when James walked 
towards him and tugged him on to the bed. He smiled again as he was tugged into James’ lap and tucked 
carefully against James' chest. Lars tangled his fingers into James' sweater and exhaled slowly, waiting for 


James to hit the play button. 


| was going to wait until a few minutes into the first song to give Lars my note. | hit the play button on the 
remote and closed my eyes. Though | couldn't hear it, | knew what Lars was hearing. Soft chords. Almost like 
jazz music. He would be confused, wonder if it was an artist he liked that | had found. But he would know in a 


few moments. 


| waited until Lars jolted in surprise. There was the recognition. He knew it was me now. Surprised green eyes 


looked up at me, but | covered his eyes with my hand. | only wanted him to listen This music was for him. All 
of it was for him. My arms tightened around him a little, hugging him tight. God | loved him. | would do 
anything for him. 


Keeping my eye on the cd player, | waited until the second track started. | knew Lars was crying. | wiped some 
of the tears away with my thumb and tilted his face up to mine. We shared a slow kiss, one that feels as 
thought it will never end. It was the best kind of kiss. | did not want to pull away, but | owed him an explanation 
for the music at the very least. | pulled the note out that accompanied the CD. | felt him smile when he 


recognized my handwriting. 
Dear Lars, 


This CD is for you. There is no better way for me to tell you | love you than to give you this gift. All of the 


music in my heart and soul now belongs to you, and you alone. 
| love you 


James 


He didn't want to cry. James didn't cry anymore. Yet the note and the music, the beautiful, incredible music 
that James had written for him touched him in a place that only James could reach. Lars threw his arms 


around James' shoulders and hugged him tight, crying, listening to the beautiful notes coming from the stereo. 


Their eyes met, James smiling and understanding, and Lars was barely able to see him for how fast the tears 
were falling. He leaned up and kissed James. Not slowly and gently like he wanted to, but desperate, needing to 
touch and feel James. James didn't let him have what he wanted. He was kissed slowly and lovingly. 


When James made love to him, he could feel how much James cared in each and every single touch. Lars let 
himself be taken over by James, carried away by his touch and the music. James, whether he spoke out loud 
or not, said volumes with his eyes. It was enough for him. He leaned up and kissed James. He made sure to say 
with his kiss what James did with his touch and his music. 


| held him all night as my music played | was going to turn the stereo off, but decided not to bother. Wouldn't 
hurt anything to have it playing through the night. It would probably help Lars sleep on top of everything else. 


| closed my eyes and hugged him close. | savored the feel of his bare skin against mine. | could feel him 
breathing, feel his breath against my neck. That was enough. It had to be enough. | mouthed ‘| love you' against 
his temple and felt him smile in his sleep. 


| drifted off to sleep thinking about surgery. To hear Lars say my name once more, to hear his voice, to hear 
the sound of a guitar again, maybe it would be worth it. To undergo the numerous operations and wear the 
large hearing aid. | smiled. It would be. Anything was worth it to hear Lars’ voice again. After three weeks 


without it, my life wasn't the same. | would email the doctor in the morning. 


| woke up and it felt too early to possibly be awake. | was warm and Lars was cuddled up perfectly in my 
arms. | did not want to move. The sound of a mournful guitar made me freeze. | sat bolt upright, tugging my 
arms away from Lars and stared at the stereo. Was | imagining things? Was | dreaming? Or could | really hear 


the music coming from the stereo? The music | had written for Lars. 
"James..the fuck are you doing? Come back to bed." 


| closed my eyes. If | was dreaming, | never wanted it to end. Lars' voice was the sweetest sound in the entire 
world. Especially when it was a sleepy mumble. His accent was heavier than usual. "Lars." | whispered. My own 
voice sounded hoarse, but | could hear it. | could hear it. | felt the tears start to fall. | didn't even try to stop 


them. "Lars." | whispered again. | could say his name. | felt him tense and immediately wake up. 
"James?" 


| didn't respond. The sound of him saying my name overwhelmed me. | cried harder. This time | could hear 


myself. 


"James?!" Lars sounded more scared and frantic now. | felt him scramble in the bed next to me to sit up. | felt 


his hands on my face. 


"James, look at me baby. Tell me what's wrong. Please, come on James, you gotta tell me what's wrong. Does it 


hurt somewhere?" 


His fingers stroked my cheeks, gently touched my eyes. Lars needed to see that | was okay. | opened my eyes 
slowly and looked up at him. His green eyes frantically searched mine for any kind of pain, or something to 


explain why | had woken up so suddenly. | smiled at him. 

‘| love you." My voice was still hoarse, but | could say the words easily enough. More tears clouded my eyes 

as | looked up at him. "I love you Lars. Please never stop saying my name for the rest of our lives." | managed 
to get the words out without stuttering or mumbling. My throat felt sore after not having used it for three 
weeks, but | didn't care. 


Lars just stared at me. His eyes looked too wide for his face. "J-James?" 


| close my eyes for a moment, savoring the sound again. "Yeah Lars?" | opened my eyes again and watched him 


start to cry. 
"Oh my g-James can you hear me?" 


| almost laughed at the question | nodded and cupped his face in my hands. | pulled his face down to mine and 


gave him the sweetest kiss | could. "I can hear you baby." | whispered against his lips. "| can hear you." 


Lars doesn't stop to say another word. He launches himself into my arms. | wrap my arms around him and 
hold him close, whispering in his ear. Things to make him giggle and laugh. He does both, leaning up to give me a 
joyful kiss. | smile at him, | can't stop smiling, even when he pulls back from the kiss and gently touches my 


ears. 
"Both of them?" 


This time | do laugh. | nod and grab his hands, pulling him back to me again. "Yes, both of them Lars!" | savor 
saying his name, of hearing him laugh with me as | roll him under me again | lean down and kiss him again. | 
press him into the mattress. His groan reverberates through his chest and comes out. | freeze, just enjoying 


the sound before | look down at him. 
‘| love you Lars." | whisper his name over and over again as | kiss every inch of his body and worship it in the 
way he has always deserved. | listen to and memorize every single sound he makes, the sighs, pants, moans 


and groans. Most of all | listen to the way he says my name. 


When | have him wrapped in my arms again, our legs tangled together and our foreheads touching, | smile. "I 


have a secret to tell you." | confess softly. 
He smiles back at me. His eyes are so bright with happiness. "What secret?" 
"| lied." 


He blinks in confusion and | just keep smiling. | know l'm going to make him cry with this. I'll be paid back for it 


later, | have no doubt. 


| can't give you the music in my heart or my soul." | see a small frown start and kiss him quickly to stop it 


from appearing. He gives me a relaxed grin instead. "You are the heart and music in my soul Lars." 


The smile he gives me, the way his eyes light up is worth more than words could ever say. 


